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mystery of this problem might not be in reality
its clue., I became aware of another listener. Its
lean and dismal length was disproportionate to
that small ship. It had on but dungarees and a
singlet, and the singlet, because of the length of the
figure, was concave at the stomach, where, having
nothing to rest upon, it was corrugated through
the weight of the head made brooding by a heavy
.black beard. Hairy wrists were thrust deeply
into the pockets to hold up the trousers. The
dome of its head was as bald and polished as
yellow metal. The steward introduced me to
the chief engineer. " Yon's a dirty steward,"
returned the Chief simply.

" Clean enough for this ship,3' said the steward.
" Aye," sighed the engineer, " aye ! "
" Have you been to the Queen's Hall lately ? "
asked the Chief of me. " I should like to hear
some Beethoven or Mozart to-night. Aye, but
we're awa'. It'll be yon sprats." He sighed his
Affirmative again in resignation, and stood re-
garding the steward^ending over the pails on the
deck. " What make ^e," he asked, cc of this war
between the Japs and Rjussia ? Come awa? doo%
and have a bit talk I ^nna look at that manV